ALL'S  WELL

"Have it your own way. I was never any good at
arguing with quibblers."

As I dressed I took consolation to myself. I re-
membered a remark which had haunted me for nearly
twenty years. I was at a luncheon-party in Cavendish
Square at Mr. Asquith's, then newly fallen from his high
estate, but sage and humorous as ever. Somebody, I
think the blind Sir Arthur Pearson, observed that a
scientist had said that if somebody in South Africa
should discover a lump of radium the size of a man's
head it would do all the work in the world. "I am not
sure that it would be a good idea/' said Mr. Asquith.
Often since I have wondered whether it could really be
true that we should all be up to mischief if we hadn't to
work: the corollary being that the ideal state of things
would compel every man to sleep for eight hours and
dig or what-not for sixteen.

"No," I said to myself, "I at least could safely be
released from all necessity of labour.3'

When I got down to the bar, which had just opened,
with a watery afternoon sunlight filtering through the
windows, the barmaid greeted me with, "Good evening.
Had a nice night's rest?" "Yes," I said, "a pint of bitter,
please. And perhaps this gentleman would like one
too," I added, noticing that the only other occupant of
the bar, an obvious lorryman, was draining his glass.
"Thanks," he said, approaching me, "are you the gent
wot's hikin'?"

"Yes."
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